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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Men. 


Sir Gregory Foreſter, = Mr. Quick. 
Percgrine Foreſter, - Mr. Munven. 
Captain Fieldair, Mr. IncLepoNn. 
Captain Foreſter, = - Mr, Mackrgapy. 
Cartridge, - - Mr. Fawcerr. f 
Peter, - - - Mr. BLANCHARD, 


Waiter, - - — Mr. FARLEY, 
_ Women, | 
Clara, Mrs. CLENNILLON., 


Suſann - - - - Mrs. HARLOWE. 
Mrs. Jangle, -. -. Mrs. Cross. 


Faiters, Attendants, Paſſengers, Soldiers, &c, Sc. 
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SONGS, &c. 
IN 
HARTFORD BRIDGE; 
OR, 


THE SKIRTS OF T, HE CAMP. 


—— 
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ACT I. SCENE II. 


MIR I.— Cartridge, Mr. FawceTT; Peter, 
Mr. BLANCHARD. 


Cartridge. H ARK! hark !—the drum 
Peter. Sure enough they come 
I'll away, — I'll away !— 
Cartridge. Prithee ſtay ; prithee ſtay ! 
Peter. I muſt go.— 
Cartridge. No,—no,—no ! 


Enter a party of Soldiers, after a march, at- 
tended by Women. 


8530 CHORUS. 


b 
CHORUS. 
In rain and in ſunſhine, and each change of 
weather, 
By beauty up- cheer'd, we keep firmly to- 
| gether; 
And ſince in our march, we to- day have 
beat SokRO-ã ¾, 
Let's hope he won't find where our tents 
are to-morrow ! | 


CARTRIDGE, 
But give young Peter welcome, pray; 
You wlll not: on a ſummer's day, 


Find out a lad who's braver; 


F are well, we ſoon ſhall meet again. 
& 


WOMEN, . 
We'll ſtrive your friends to entertain. 
CARTRIDGE. . | 
He ſeems a curious ſhaver. - [de. 
. Exit S 
| PETER, 5a 
ö _ How ſweet are their voices, the drum and 
the fife, 
With muſic ſo rare, I cou'd venture my 
life, 
SOLDIERS 


E 7 F 
SOLDIERS. 


Sometimes, upon a coaſt unknown, 
By fate of war, we're ſudden thrown! 


WoMEN. 
Still with you o'er the ſeas we go, 
The clime, the dreary country bear; 


And only deem that hardſhip—woe, 
In which we're not allow'd to ſhare, 


CHORUS. 


In rain and in ſunſhine, and each change of 
weather, 

By Braurv up-cheer'd, we keep firmly to- 

gether; 

And ſince in our march we to-day have 
beat SoxRow, 

Let's hope he won't find wh our tents 
are to morrow, 


SCENE 


SCENE lv. 


IIR IL-RONDEAU--Clara,Mrs.CLENDILLON. 
7; * 
AMIDST the nden that o'er the mind 


flutter, 
I will not forget my true object of love 1 
At parting, the fondeſt concern did he utter: 
I left him - but yet this heart never ſhall 
4.1: rove ! 
O no—this heart never ſhall rove ! 


II, 


He bade me farewell! and my fancy re- 
peated 
| His tender expreſſions for many a tay: 
And I think, were I now, unpercely'd, near 
him ſeated, 
From his lips I ſhou'd ſtil} hear the ſoft 
homage ſtray ! 


SCENE 


(9) 


SIR HI-DUET: 


Captain Fieldair, and Clara; Mr. IxcLEDox, 
and Mrs. CLENDILLON. 


FiELDAIR. 


ONE, one ſhort moment I embrace, 

I ” To Love, an hallow'd vow to pay; 

1 Let others viewing that bright face, 
Like me may kneel, may dare to pray, 


1 Bork. a 
j He. O Dxirty of this fond breaſt, 


Is thus ſome favour'd rival bleſt ? 


She. O no—reje& each jealous fear; 
Alas—no rival harbours here. 


A a nn 


CLARAs 


a 


CLARA. 


No—no—Tho' at the Ipors throne, 
A thoufand in devotion bend, 
Acceptable from onz—alone, 
The ſacred offering can aſcend! 


Bork. | | 
He. But we muſt part! dear girl, adieu 
' Oh, that ſweet glance once more re- 
new! 5 | 
She. The tear too ſtarts ! the ſigh will ſwell ; 
Once more, my love—once more fars- 
well! 
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SCENE VII. 


AIR IF. —Peregrine Foreſter, Mr. Munpan. 


| I, 
THRO' F rance, thro' all the German re- 


gions, | 
I've rang'd, rare objects to diſcover ; 


Seen pretty women in ſuch legions, 


I thought myſelf return'd to Dover! 
Briſk muſic made me gay, 
And lively all the way; 
For no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
With him ho loves the hey down derry ! 


11. 5 


The Spaniſh Belle I've ſerenaded; 

And many a night, with the guitar, 
Beneath the lattice-grate paraded : 

Now tinkle, tinkle; then jar, jar. 

*T was mulic made me gay—&c. &c. &c. 


111. The 


{ w 3 
111. 


The Fair of Italy to capture, 
A diffrent ſtyle the men invent-o x 
To her the Canzonet gives rapture, _ 
te Nel cor piu non mi ſento.“ 
Such muſic has its doy— 
But is not in my way — 
Vet no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
With him who loves the hey down derry, 


; 1V. 


Round wou'd the girls of Ruſſia chatter— 
And view me o'er with looks of pleaſure 
Their Cymbals ſounded citter clatter— 
And they trip in ſprightly meaſure, 
Sweet muſic made me gay 
And joyous all the way, — 
For no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
With him who loves the hey dawn derry, 


SCENE. 
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SCENE VIII. 


AIR V. Fieldair, Mr. INCLEDON, 


I. 


5! WITH my deareſt CLara bleſt— 
This moon-light heath I'd fondly rove ! 

And, evermore, the path he preſt, 
Shou'd be review'd with grateful love! 


II. 


T he ſweeteſt virtues ſtore her mind, 
To pleaſe, to animate, to warm; 
Truth, Pity, Tenderneſs refin'd, 

Her beauty forms her humbleſt charm 


. 
1II. 
Yet angels, viſiting this ſphere, 
To prove they were of heav'nly race, 


And make the wond'ring world revere, 
Wou'd wear the likeneſs of her face! 


SPOKEN 


e „ 
SPOKEN. 

Officers. HO l—< Who goes there? 8 | 
ce Afriend. 


AIR JI. -- GLEE.—Fieldair and . 


Ere you © Paſe” you ſhall aid us to drink . 
down the Moon; | 
Since in Water alone ſhe is known to de- 
light : 
And we'll drink up the Sun; for the Grape 
is his boon, L 21 
Which he ripens by day to inſpire us at 
night. 


END OF ACT I, - 


ACT II. SCENE IX. 


„ — 


1 — mm—_— 


IINVII.—Sir Gregory, Mr. Quick. 


GLS ſhy appear, 
When men firſt leer; 
And ſteal aſide, 
As if to Hide. 
But daring grown, 
As things get known, 
They giggle, ſimper, 
Niggle and whimper; 
And try to lure, where- ever they go, 
The Squire, the Jockey, the Rake, the Beau; 
The young, and the old-ones, 
The timid, and bold-ones ; 
Yea, with the grave Parſon, 
They carry the farce on 
And all are ſnar'd in a row. 


Of 


E 


Of Balls the pride, 

Thus Miſs I've ey'd, 

The Mixver pace, 

With bluſbing face. 

But, ere the night 

Had aken flight, 

I've ſeen her ramping, 

Tea. ing tramping! 
Along the room, in a CounTRY-Danct 9 
Now figuring in with bold advance; 

Here /et/ing and leering, 

There crof/ing and fleering: 

And when that's completed, 

Before ſhe'll be ſeated, 
A mad ScoTCH-REEL ſhe muſt prance! 


5 SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 


AIR VIII. —BALLAD—Ssſan, Mrs. HARIOWE. 
N . 


ONE night, wi round the fire we ſat, 
And talk'd of ghoſts, and ſuch like chat, 
A ſtranger, who had loſt his road 
Till day ſhould break —implor'd abode : 
Pacx-Horses—'twas his lot to guide 
along 
Whoſe Bells the T Ver cheer with ding, | 


ding, dong! 
II. 


Againſt diftreſs—tho' we were poor 
My father never ſhut his door. — 
I know not how—but from that day 
Tho' form'd by nature briſk and gay 
I felt within my beating breaſt a tingling— 
Whene'er the lively Pack-Hoksz Bells went 
Jingling! 
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( 18. ) | 


III. 


When firſt he wander'd to our nook, 
His courſe, it ſeems, he had miſtook ; 
Now, twice a week he comes that way, 
But never tells us—he's aſtray ; 
And, in his ſong, my name I hear him ming- 
ling, h 
Each time his paſſing Pack-Hersz Bells 
3 9 Jingling! | 


—  — — 


SCENE . XIII. 


AIR IX. Clara, Mrs, CLENDILLON, 

THO” by the tempeſt, the bark rudely 

driven, 

On the rock ſtrikes, and aſunder i 18 riven | FE: 
Still the magnet, ingulf d in the main, 
Its virtues unalter'd retain. 

So the paſſion, here poſſeſt; 
Ne'er can periſh ; 
But its geetings, 
And fond beatings, 
Will I cheriſh, - 
OR | the ſtorms that rend this breaſt ! 


SCENE 


TH) 


SCENE XIV. 


a 


„„ 


* AIR X—DUE T: 


Cartridge and Pay Mr. FawceTT, and 
| Mr, BLANCHARD. 


CARTRIDGE. | 
SUMMON'D to'the angry battle, 
By the drum's alarming rattle, 
On we ruſh l— 
| Per. 
O worthy comrade, 
F ighting ſurely is a rum trade! 
J hate riot, 
Give me quiet; 
So take back this STEEL. 
[Offering bis . de- arm 
CARTRIDGE, 
Swift we march, ſome town to humble ! 
Round the boiſt'rous cannon rumble 
Walls are ſapp'd with dreadful craſhing ! 
Swords engage with furious claſhing ! 


WA Peter, 


Qt) 


PETER. 


But ſhou'd frighten'd women kneel, 
You have ſoftneſs ſure to feel! 


— CARTRIDGE, 

Now we creep upon the ſlumbers 
Of a camp, ten- fold our numbers; 
And tho', full enough to eat us, 
Twice as many ſhall not beat us! 
Some are happy in eſcaping— 
All concern of—farther waking: 
Others, panic- ſtruck, take flight! 


PETER. 


Ecod, I think ſuch blades are right. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XV. 


AIR XL—BALLAD--Fieldair, Mr. IncLEDpw / 
The Heaving of the Lead, 
| 3 | 
FOR England, when, with fav'ring gale, 
Our gallant ſhip up channel ſteer'd, — 
And, ſcudding under eaſy fail, 
The high blue weſtern land appear'd; 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 


And to the Pilot cheerly ſung, 
« By tbe Deep—Nixz!” 
II. 
And, bearing up,—to gain the port, 
Some well-known object kept in view; 
An Abbey-tow'r, an Harbour-fort, 
Or Beacon, to the veſlel true: 
While oft the lead the ſeamen flung, 


And to tie Pilot cheerly ſung, 
« By the Mark—Sxven!” 


III. 


( 22) 
| | | 111. 

And, as the much- lov'd ſhore we neaf 
With tranſport we beheld the roof, 
Where dwelt a friend, or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a'matchleſs proof 
The lead once mare the ſeaman flung, 
And to the watchful Pilot ſung, 

e Quarter-lefs---Frvs !“ 
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SCENE XVI. 


AIR AI. FINALE and CHORUS. 


THE hour, with diſaſter and ſorrow o'er- 
caſt, ; 
Not a minute beyond its fix'd limit can laſt; 
Then why waſte a ſecond in ſteril regret, 
And in counting o'er troubles we ought to 
forget? 
Briſk wine, and the mirth- pointed jeer, 
The ſonnet, and Beauty's ſoft leer, 
Shall cheer up the flight of Old T1me, 
And reſtore him again to his prime. 
Chorus. Sha cheer up, &c. 


II, 


. ( 23) 


11. 


Let the Virgin and Youth, in the feſtive 
dance rove, 
And wear on their foreheads the myrtles of 
5 Love; 
And when old-age . give e 
ö while they ſing, 
That the laſt month 1 in winter, is neareſt to 
ſpring. 
With the pipe of the paſtoral ſwain, 
Be united the fife's ſhriller ſtrain; 
And may PEacz in our iſle fix her throne, 
And no more by her pinions be known! 
Chorus, And may Prack, &e, 
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